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Aubade

JuLours before dawn we were woken by the quake.
My house was on a cliff. The thing could take
Bookloads off shelves, break bottles in a row.
Then the long pause and then the bigger shake.
It seemed the best thing to be up and go.

And far too large for my feet to step by.

I hoped that various buildings were brought low.

The heart of standing is you cannot fly.

*

Then I said The Garden ? Laughing she said No.
Taxi for her and for me healthy rest.
It seemed the best thing to be up and go.

The language problem but you have to try.
Some solid ground for lying could she show ?
The heart of standing is you cannot fly.

None of these deaths were her point at all.
The thing was that being woken he would bawl
And finding her not in earshot he would know.
I tried saying Half an Hour to pay this call.
It seemed the best thing to be up and go.

J slept,, and blank as that I would yet lie.
Till yitttt have seen wKat a threat holds below,
^ heart of standing is you cannot fly.